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Vendui’. Allow a 
moment of your time 
for an introduction, I 


am Ixle Grunton, 
Qu`el`velguk for the 

Xun Verin. Having 

heard the tale set forth 
by our Valuk Razillian, 
pertaining to mine race 
and the Xun Verin, I 
have decided it would 

be most prudent to pen 
mine own more 

detailed knowledge of 
such things. Perhaps I 
might also share some 

of my understandings 

of other things as well, 
we shall see. 

I was first to come into 
the bright sun of your 
surface world from the 
Xun Verin, long before 
we had met with 
Razillian. It was also 
my pleasure to be the 
one who had captured 

the rivvil who would 
later become our quide 
and leader here, and 
only by my persistence 
did the Ilharess spare 
his life allowing him the 


chance to teach and 
learn. I will also be the 
first to admit, ever 
there was a rivvil which 
was meant to be a 

Drow, it would be 
Razillian. But I 
digress... 


Some two hundred and 
eighty cycles ago I was 
born into the noble 
House Grunton, still 
little more then a child 
by Drow standards. 

From my birth I was 
destined to enter the 
Sorcere, having shown 
remarkable abilities for 
the mystical at an early 
age. It was two cycles 
of the pillar of light 
before I would have 

been of age of 
admittance to the 
Academy of Wizardy 

when I first beheld a 
member of Bregan 

De’ Xun Verin. That 

day will stay with me 
for the many cycles I 
have left to live. 


That fateful moment 
took place within the 
Great Halls of House 
Grunton; a place where 
only the Yathrin, 

hmmm, priestesses, 

were allowed; a place I 
should not have been 

at all for threat of 
death. I had heard the 
slight sounds of a door 
openning in the 
outerchambers and 
quickly made my way 
behind one of the 

many columns that line 


the hall, peering from 
behind I watched the 
Yathtallar enter, the 
High Priestess, and 
knew at once I was 
doomed. In a moment 
she would detect my 
presence and strike 
without warning killing 
me dead for the 
intrusion. 


Without much thought I 
began to step from 
behind my hiding place 
to accept my 
punishment, only to 

see a shadow 

approach the Priestess 
quickly from behind, 
striking her dead in the 
blink of an eye. The 
assassin wiped his 
blade clean upon her 
robes before the 

corpse even hit the 
ground and turned to 
look directly at me. I 
was paralyzed, not with 
fear, but in awe of his 
power. Here, a jaluk, a 
male, had struck down 
the second most 
powerful member of 

our House without a 
moments warning, and 
neither spell nor magic 
did he use to 
accomplish this great 
feat. 


Then something 
astonishing happened, 

as he looked upon my 
frozen figure he smiled. 
It was not the cruel 
smile one has come to 
expect from mine race, 
but the smile I later 


learned in life that 
would be termed 
genuine. His attention 
turned away from me 

for a moment as the 
sounds of fighting 
within House Grunton 
could be heard 
penetrating the Great 
Hall. I knew this was 
my only chance to ee, 
but something held me 
inplace, staring at the 
assassin. He turned his 
attention back to me 
and raised his hand as 
if to hurl a dagger into 
mine throat, but 
instead used the Drow 
hand signals to 
communicate to me to 
follow him. 
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